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CANTIONES MYSTICAE No. 3 - THE DREAM OF THE ROOD Godfrey Ridout 
(B. 1918) 


The Dream of the Rood was commissioned by the Guelph Spring Festival in 1972 and 
was first performed by the Bach- Elgar Choir, conducted by Charles Wilson, and 
the solo was sung by Alan Monk. The instrumental force consists of an orchestra 
without strings except for double-bass. 


The poem is Old English and has sometimes been attributed to either Caedmon 
(£1. 670) or Cynewulf (late 8th and 9th cent.). Rood is the archaic word for 
the Cross. As the text shows, the Cross appears to the poet in a vision and 
tells its story. 


The basic scheme is that the words of the poet be sung by the choir, those of the 
Rood by the solo baritone (or tenor). Exeptions to this are made so that some of 
the Rood's words are intensified by choral setting. 


in the following text (which has been reduced for musical treatment) the choral 
parts are indicated by being put in italics, 


Hark! of a matchless vision would I speak, 
Which once I dreamed at midnight, when mankind 
At rest were dwelling. Then methought I saw 
A wondrous cross extending up on high, 
With light encircled, tree of trees most bright. 
that beacon was all overlaid with gold; 
‘And noar the earth stood precious stones ablaze, 
While five more sparkled on the Shoulder beam. 
A long time lying there I sadly looked 
Upon the Saviour's cross, until I heard 
Resounding thence a voice. That wood divine 
Then spake these words: 

. It was long, long ago 
Yet I recall when, at the forest's edge, 
I was hewn down, and from my stem removed. 
Resistless were the foes that seized me there, 
They fashioned for themselves a spectacle, 
Commanded me to bear their criminals; 
And on men's shoulders carried me away 
Until they set me down upon a hill, 
And stayed me fast; my enemies indeed! 
Then I behold the Master of mankind 
Approach with lordly courage as if he 
Would mount upon me, and I dare not bow 
Nor break, opposing the command of God, 
Although I saw earth tremble; all my foes 
I might have beaten down, yet I stood fast. 
then the young Hero laid his garments by, 
He that was God almighty, strong and brave; 
And boldly in the sight of all he mounted 
The lofty cross, for he would free mankind. 
A cross upraised, I lifted a great King, 
Lifted the Lord of heaven and dared not bow. 
They pierced me with dark nails, and visible 
Upon me still are scars, wide wounds of malice 
Yet might I injure none among them all. 
hey mecked us both together; then was I 
All wet with bleod, which streamed fran this Man's side 
Whsn he at length had breathed his spirit out. 
Many a vile deed I suffered on that mount. 
And God of Hosts I saw harshly outstretched, 
And darkness hid the body of the King. 
With clowis enshrouded its effulgent light; 
Forth went a shadoayv black‘ against the clouds; 
Ani all creation wept, lamented long. 
Their King had-fallen; Christ was on the cross. 
Yet eagerly some hasteried from afar 
T6 him ‘who was their Prince; all this I saw. 
fa, then with sorrow was I deeply stirred; ~ 
¥et to the hand: of men I bowed me down, 
‘Howbly, with arGent zeal. They took him then, 
Lifted from his dire pain Almighty God. 








The warriors left me standing, swathed in blood, 
And with sharp arrows wounded sore was I. o 
Him they laid gently down, weary of limb, 
And stood beside his body at the head, 
Gazing upon the Lord of heaven: 
While he rested awhile with his great labour spent. 
A song of sorrow then for him they sang, 
The desolate at eventide when they, 
O'erwearied, would depart from their great King. 
And so companionless he rested. 
Then one began to fell us to the earth 
A fearful fate! And in the entombing mold deep buried us. 
Yet, undismayed, for me 
The friends and followers of the Lord made seatch 
And from out the earth they lifted m, 
With silver they adorned me, and with gold. 
Now mayest thou Know, O hero mine, beloved! 
Unutterable sorrows I endured, base felons! work. 
But now hath come the time 
When, far and wide, men on the earth, 
And all the glorious universe doth honour me, 
And to this beacon bow themselves in prayer. 
On me a while suffered the Son of God; 
Therefore now full of majesty I tower 
High under heaven; and I have the power to heal 
All those that do me reverence. Of old was Ia punishment, 
The cruelest, the most abhorred by men, ere I for man 
Had opened the true way of life. 
Io, then the Prince of Glory, Guardian of Heaven, 
Above all other trees exalted me, 
As he, almighty God, in sight of men 
His mother honoured, blessed among women, 
Mary herself. 
Now, hero mine, beloved, 
I bid you tell this vision unto men, 
Reveal with words that 'tis the glory tree, 
On which almighty God suffered for sin. 
But afterwards the Lord from death arose 
By his own mighty power, a help for men. 
To heaven then ascended, whence he shall come 
Once more upon the earth to see mankind 
At the last judgment day, the Lord himself, 
Almighty God, surrounded by his angels. 
And then shall he adjudge to everyone the just reward 
Which he on earth, in this short life, has earned. 
But need is none 
That ay at that time shall be afraid who beareth in his heart 
The sacred sign; for through the cross alone 
Must every soul seek out the kingdom from the earthly way, 
Who hopes hereafter with the King to dwell. 


Happy in mind I prayed then to the rood 

With great devotion, when I was alone without companionship: 
My soul within was quickened to depart, 

So many years of utter weariness had I delayed. 

And now my life's great happiness is this, 
That to the cross victorious I may come to worship worthily. 
Desire for this 

Is great within my heart and all my help must reach me through the rood. 
Each day I longing ask: 

When will the cross of Christ call me away 

From this my transient life, and bring me hence to all delight, 
The joyous harmonies of heaven, where sit at feast the folkof God, 
And gladness knows no end - so Placing me 

Where with the saints in glory I may dwell, 

Enjoying greatly their glad minstrelsy? 

Hope was restored with blessedness and joy 

fo those who had erewhile endured the fire. 

Triumphant in his journey was the Son, 

Mighty and prosperous, when he advanced 

Into God's Kingdom with a multitude, 

A host of souls; when to his angels 

Came the almighty Master for their 

Joy, to those holy ones in heaven, 

Who from the first had dwelt in glory; 

When their Ruler came, Almighty God, 

Into his fatherland. 








REGINA COELI (K. 276) Mozart 


Queen of heaven, rejoice! Praise the Lord. 
For He, wham thou didst merit to bear, 

has risen, just as He said. Praise the Lord. 
Pray for us to God. Praise the Lord. 


EXULTATE DEO Alessandro Scarlatti 


Praise our God, ye righteous 
Rejoice in the God of Jacob. 


CECILIA VIRGO Peter Phillips 


O virgin Cecilia, the whole crowd of 
musicians sounds your praises. 

And because of your virtues, your 
supplications to God shall be heard. 
Joining with one voice and one heart 
they call on your name. 

As you deigned to exchange the grief 

of the world for the glory of Paradise 
and as virgin you protect your children. 
May you be willing to look upon those 
who shout in the presence of the Lord 
and always say: Holy Cecilia, pray for us. 


TWO SONGS FROM THE MURIKELIEDERBUCH Hugo Distler 
IT’S SPRING - 


Spring lets its blue ribbon 

flutter again through the air. 

Sweet, well-known fragrances 
purposefully cross the country-side. 
Violets are already dreaming 

longing to reappear soon. 

Hark! in the distance the sound of harp 
Springtime, it is you! 

I have greeted you. 


THE MOUSETRAP 


Tiny guest, tiny house 
dear Miss Mouse or Master Mouse 
enter boldly 
tonight by moonlight! 
close the door 
tightly behind you 
do you hear? 
and watch out for you tail! 
After mealtime we sing 
we leap 

and dance. 

Witt! Witt! 
And my old cat 
Will likely dance too! 


